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Summary: Based off the indie game Murder Miners. A prologue to a much 
bigger story, 3 marines are sent to investigate a research lab on the 
other side. 


Miner Strong: Expendable 
* *EXPENDABLE* * 

** Rogue planet D10881, Eden System** 

** EGRF R&D Lab, _Deadline_. 14:23 Earth time** 

**_Gear Identity: Jerry E-9F_** 

**_Armor Type: CQC_** 

* *_Af filiation : Team Firestar, EGMC_** 

"Remember how the Fireteam director said Intel believed there 
wouldn't be any security here?" 

Another grenade blows up on the opposite side of the pillar we're 
using for cover. 

"Yeah?" Mickey shouted back, poking his head around for a split 
second before almost getting his head blown off by a Laser 
Rifle . 

"Well, I think that Intel was a bunch of bullshit." 

"Pretty much." 

I blindly chuck a grenade to the other side, the explosion goes off 
but no shields bust. 


Mickey swears and I turn to the communicator on my wristpad. 



"Alex, are you in position yet? We could really use a combat analysis 
right about now." 

Come on, respond, respond. . . 

"You've got three RF ' s on a bridge in front of you. You're not gonna 
like this, but the only way up there is through a tunnel a short 
distance to your left." 

Great. Baitwork again. 

"Roger that Alex. Mickey, as soon as I give the call, come out and 
give 'em a headache with that Sniper Rifle of yours." 

"Alright Bubblehead, try not to get yourself killed on the way up 
alright ? " 

"Just wait for the call, Mickey. I'll be fine." 

Another grenade goes off near the pillar, and the smoke makes a 
perfect diversion for the jet dash toward the tunnel entry. I load 
another 3 shells into my Shotgun and find all three RF soldiers 
turned and aiming into the tunnel when I make my way up. 

"Mickey, now!" 

**_Gear identity: Mickey A-3N_** 

**_Armor Type: Hunter_** 

Pop. Goes. The weasels. 3 limp bodies fall off of the bridge, 
confirming my kills. Alex drops in from the vent in the ceiling 
behind us, lime "eyes" of the Engineer helmet glowing 
bright . 

"Jerry, we got 'em man, come on out." 

I hear a deep grunt . 

Shit. Jerry. 

We double time it up the tunnel to find Jerry sitting up against a 
wall in a pool of his own blood, clutching a gaping wound in his 
upper adboden. He's breathing hard. 

"Ah SHIT, Jerry! Hang on man, we're gonna get you out 

He puts his free hand up at me in a stop motion, and tosses me his 
dog tags. We hear him cough and the sound of blood splattering on the 
inside of his helmet. 

"I'm getting sick of this," and with that, Jerry's body fell over 
limp just like all the others we've encountered today. 

"Come on Mickey, we have to keep moving, " Alex says, walking up 
behind me. 


"This is great. The base back on Terra expects THREE soldiers to 
infiltrate a heavily guarded EGRF base to find some biological 



research project that they're not even sure exists." 

"We'll be alright. Let's just get to where they say it is, and report 
back . " 

**_Gear Identity: Alex-X60_** 

**_Optimization Type: Engineer_** 

That was a ' s no way they can expect ONE fireteam to do this job. 

It's almost like they have so many soldiers they don't even worry 
about what happens to most of them. 

We keep moving through the facility. Despite how well the 
opposition's set up, they seem to be... running away almost. From the 
encounter by the pillars on none of the RFs we encountered were 
fortified, or in defensive positions. And the scientists were already 
gone . 

"Alex, I think I found what we're looking for," Mickeys calls 
out . 

It ' s some kind of hatch near the back of the base that leads 
underground . 

_Bio-Research Labs_, it reads. _Authorized Personnel 
only_. 

Something moves on the Motion radar. And then a loud, inhuman hiss. 

We get into defensive positions, back to back. The red dot on the 
motion radar is joined by another, then 10, 20, _30, all over the 
walls_. . . 

"What . . . the he-" 


End 
f ile . 



